Sarah Bernhardt Talks
Ch;zrm, Suffrage, Husbands and Wives!

“Americans Do Not Know How to Love They Need

Lessons—Charm Is Woman’s Greatest Weapon
« =—That So Many American Women Will Not
*  Beav Children Is De-tes-ta-ble.”

““Your Women Are Delicious; Your Men Are Not!
Their Equals—Here Your Men Are Always To-!|

gether; Your Women Always Alone—Women
Need the Vote, but They Need Not Be Deputies.’”’

By Nixola Greeley-Smith.

“Love s the only justification we
huve for Ife, and children are love's
lnurel and reward.”

“If you marry and deprive yourself
of the joy of children, when you are
fifty and your husband fifty-ive what
wili you have to love madly—cer:
talnly not each other"

“Americans do not know how W
love—that s, they do mnot love
enourh, and In order to acquire a
needed lesson it would be well If
American men conld take European
wives while American women sought
belr mates among the Latin races.”

The greatest of living women
nmong the Iatlns—Mme. Sarah Bern-
hardt—supplied mo with this unusual
and untried formula of bappiness as
a little party of four women sat at
luncheon yesterday in her mpartment

™

At the Hotel Marie Antoinette,

On the four sides of the green and gold salon where luncheon was
served American beauties stood fn rows, In slender vases of cut glass lke
A regiment at attention. They formed a hollow square about the little table
presided over by the woman who, since 1 first met her seven years ago, has
seemed to be the greatest feminine embodiment of personal distinetion and
personal simplicity 1 have ever met. Except for a toque, made of hellotrope
blossoms and tulle, Mme. Bernhardt was all in white, & gown of satim and
Isoe with the high Bernhardt collar and over it a coat of ermine.

The other members of the party were Mile. Seyler and Miss Hornsby,
an Englishwoman, who have been the famous actress’s companions for many
+ears. At the foot of the table seampering from one to another was Belidor,
Mme. Bernhardt's little Pomeraninn, who now and then stood or rose ex-
pectantly on his hind legs and begged so hard that his mistress had to In-
terrupt the conversation to say, "Attends, Belldor, attends,” though Belldor
ild not want to walt at all,

With the light from three windows streaming upon her, I sat beslde

Mme. Bernhardt for nearly two hours, and frankly I cannot understand the |

point of view of those who think that she has grown older than she ap-
veared upon her lust visit to the United States,

The eyes like trunslucent jade, the tawny halr, the quick, crooked smile,
the tiger growl over every French word which contains an "r" and therefore
‘an excuso for belng tigorish, had for me the same familiar but inexhaustible
Hernhardt charm, Aad it was charm that we begun to discuss with the
omelette—I1lke u proper French luncheon the meal began with an omelotte—
though when we reached the coffee the talk had shifted to an unusually
frank discusslon of America and Americans as Bernhardt sees them.

1 bad asked Mme, Bernhardt which sho conridered the greatest feminine
weapon, beauty, talent or charm. She did not hesitate a moment in her reply.

“Charm immeasurably,” she replied, “both for the theatre and for every-
¢ay life. If a woman has charm she can create always the illusion of beauty
-—am ilusion so great that beauty seems pale and cold beside it. If she haa
oharm she has genius, but unfortunately charm, like genius, is born in us.
We have it or we lack it at three months ar at fifty. A little child may have
charm. It may be onc of mony brothers, all nice little children but lacking
{n the charm which s, of course, morely the genlus of pleasing."

When Madame Bernhardt speaks of children a special tenderness comen
into her volce and you are not in the least astonished when she says to you
that the greatest inspiration of her life has been her son. The greal Sarah
speaks of her artistic luurels deprecatingly, but when she says, “Men filg"
the pride of & Cornalia Is In her voloe,

In discussing her love of children Madame Bernhardt sald frankly that
she could not understand the aversion felt by many American women for
child-bearing.

“But it Is delestable,” shie sald, “de-lesta-ble! An American woman
marries, and if she Is childless what will she and her husband have to live
for—when she Is fifty and ho fAfty-five? What will they be able to love
madly—certainly not each other! A child Is a constant renewal of tender
mess of youth, It Is a very great responsibility, but that feoling of respon-
aibllity serves to feed and Increase one's tenderness. | was o mother at
seventeen and & half and a grandmother at forty-two. I pity the women
whe walt till they ure twenty-five and thirty to become mothers. Why, they
are fifty years old before their children are grown up!”

In defense of American women 1 sald that so many of us have lost the
answers to thy great conundrums of life, Whenee came 1?7 What am I here
for? 'Where am | going? that it {s possible to feel a sense of responsibility
which withholds life instead of giving it

“Whence came we? Through love” Madame Bernhardi sunswered,
“What are we here for? To love. Where are we going? Forward, through
our ehildren. Love is the reasen and the justification of life. The good
God put us here with that great gift in our hearts. [ am sorry for those
wl. do not use it

Madame Bernhardt says “le bon Dien" as slmply and reverently as a
ohild might. The phrase represants as concrele an entity to her as Sarah
Barphardt's does to me,

“But you Americans do not love enough,” slie added. "Your women are
delicious. Your men are not their equals. They make America a paradise
for women; they work like slaves for thelr wives and sweethearts; they
make money—more money—and bring it to them; but they do not give their
womgn enough of themselves. Compared with the American woman the
Huropean—yes, in France, everywhere, {s & slave of man. Bhe is under
the tutelage of her husband, Bhe cannot dispose of her own property with-
out his signature. She is in every way his inferlor. But she Is loved more
(han the American woman. The European has for his wife or his sweet.

weart o tenderness, & veiuptuousness of which the American knows nothiug. |

He gives her all his lelsure, and he would not consider lfe worth llving
with no lelsure to give her. Here | see your men always together and your

wiman always alone.”
& "On the other hand, Madame Bershardi"” i Interrupted, "when the
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of Love America,

American man writea a novel he Is very lpt la complain of the coldness, lho.
lnck of tenderness of the American woman.'

“The crooked, vividly carmine smile crossed her face like a farh or
sheet lightning as the inexhaustible Sarah answered:

“In that case she needs a lesson In loving. The American man should
take & European wife, the American woman choose a Latin husband."

“The independence of American women might Interfere with the success
of your plan,” 1 suggested.

“No,"” Madame Bernhardt answered.
respect her Independence. You understand, | belleve in the Independence
of women. 1 am for the vote. Women need {t. They will got it. But I do
not see that they require to be Ministers and Deputies, There is no doubt
in my mind that men are stronger than women. They have a more balanced
; Intelligence because they are not subject to tha physical weaknosses of
| women, which must always be taken into account. We women will always
need man's protection, but they are his equals and he should recugnise it
"Here In America you will have no trouble in getting anything you want.
Your men have always given it to you, They are just and kind. The Eure
pean, who loves women more, will yet refuse them justice. Perhaps the
methods of the militants in England are necessary. 1 do not know. But |

“Bhe could teach her husband to
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' do know that women who starve themselves to death for an 1dea are not
objects of ridicule. They interest me; they touch me very much!”

To Induce Madame Bernhardt to continue what was to me a very in-
teresting comparison of American and European men | suggested that
what she regards as the American mun's lack of tenderness has its compen-
sations In his Inck of jealousy.

“But why should he be jealous? Of what should he be jeanlous? Your
women are always with other women. The European is jealous as a tiger,
but he knows how to love. And to be loved when one is young, to be loved
gloriously, completely, shads a radiance over all of life; it fills a treasure
house of memory; it gives a hoard which one may count over and over In
' the miser ycars of sge."

The golden voloe had dropped to & note of wistfulpess, It seemed
almost as though before our cyes the ageless Sarah was counting her
| precious memories,

“When Americans are an older natlon they will think more highly
of love, they will see the duty of having children. To-day your intsllectuals,
your men and women of ldeas, your real aristocracy are letting their raco

idie out. To be replaced, how? By hordes from Italy and Russia. It 8
uot thus that a nation is made. But you will realise it.

“As time goes on," Madame Bernhardt continued, "you will think more
of these things and less—much leaa—of money. You think too much of
money, To-day if 1 am Impressed by a personality and I ask ‘Who in he?
or ‘Who is she? the American answers me, ‘He |s worth $15,000,000' or ‘S8he
is the wife of a multli-millionalre. Now for me that {s not an answer at
all. 1 eare nothing for what & person is worth save In his value to his
fellow men."”

H any one doubts the sincerity of Madame Bernhardt's declaration,
let him heed the fact that in her apartment yesterday every floral tribute
sent her by her admirers was aqually displayed. For Instance, there was
a little fifty cent bunch of purple swestpeas fn the chimney plece, offorad
probably by some poor compatriot, which looked proudly down upon the
embattled American beauties lined abour the walls. There were wild flow-
ers aud blossoming shrube, dogwood Hiaes, armsful of country Bowers,

hobnobbing with ‘orchids. And thie great friendly gathering of all the
flowers——this little commune of bloom—expressed the apirit of the woman
artist to whom they had been offered,

“Time will teach you other things,” Masdme Bernhardt continucd
smilingly, “You will learn, for Instance, not to desecrate your bheXutiful
country with those terrible advertising algns. In ecitles they are not #o |
bad—a city can make ltselfl & little ridleulous, but coming to New York
from Cleveland recently the traln passed along your beautiful Hudson.
It s marvellous, But those advertivements. They were so many and so |
horrible that 1 cried—yes” Muadume Bernhardi repested trugically—"1
erlec‘l:uur u while you will learn 100, resumed the locomparable Sarah
when she had dried those retrospective tears over our sdvertisements, “you
will lsarn that the world contains just (wo classes of people—Iits aristoe- |
racy, made up of those of anelent blood and including its artists, writers,
painters, poets, great engineers, great doctors, und the other clann com- |
poned of those who buy and sell—the financler. the merchant o other |
words, the bourgeolsie."”

“We may learn that fu tme,” | sald, “but | am afraid it-will be & long
| time. To the average American the man who gets rich making soap, the
iwomunh who marries him, ure greater persons than the poet or the urtist
| Boap, you know, Is w0 much mora profituble than poetry and s needed

|
| by m0 many more persons.’

The copversation was nterrupted at this point by the positive Insist-
snce of Belldor, the Pomerauian: thut he conld net wult another minuw
"for his luncheon. H's mintress did dot sleld. but she resched dowpn and
[petted him. And by the way. you b dinmionded American stars, Madame

Bernhardt did not wear a solitary jewnl yesterday Have for a very thiu

' §01¢ bpad the Srm white basd which patted Belidor was ringless. i

“But you will come to value artists more. 1 perceive changes al-
ready,” Madame Bernhardt affirmed confidently. “You have such a long
future, such a great future before you I can imagine no greater happinoss
than to be born an American woman. You alone among women are free.
European woman will reach their highest destiny when they achleve your
Independence.”

“There are those who doubt whether or not independence brings happi-
ness to women,” 1 sald. “Plerre Lotl, for instance, when he came o
America recently for the production of *The Daughter of Heaven,’ said that
the Turkish women are the happleat in.the world. He sald that women
find peace and content only In subjection and seclusion."

At this Madame Bernhardt flashed me another of her lightaing
smiles.

“Loti in my friend,” she sald, “but after all what does he know about

women? He cares only for the sociely of men, ‘
“Here and there perbaps Lheres still exist women of the type of llu|

Roman slaves that lived oply to minister to men and who take a Kise
and a blow with equal gratitude. But they are not many and they get
fower dally. The women of the future will be the equals of man in all
things, but because of their physical weakness they will not reject his
protection. They will love him more and they will find always, aa thelr
grandmothers found, their greatost glory and happiness and inspiration la
thelr children, as | have found It in my son.”

It had grown to be time for Madame Bernhardt to dress for her matlines
at the Palace Theatre and It seemed to me an excellent momont to leave
her standiug among her American Beautios with a prophecy of the futare
of women on her lips. As she atood the flowers drooped their heads (Y
little. A soapmaker would have sald the heat of the room had bowsd thelr
full-blown beauty. But & poet would have known they were dipping &
salute to Barah. As, according to the Bernbardt formula, the werld fs
peopled mainly by the makers of soap and the makers of poetry, | mest
leave the explanation to them.

The Men From Ghent on New York’s Marvels

peoplen.  (ihient demands representation !

‘Ul'l‘hl‘ of vears ugo Admiral| Rt these confersnces because It was
A Tomo of Japan came to New|!Nere. In 18H. that the tresly bringlig
York, was put over the high to a vlose the war between England

aid the United Rtutes way signed.

It was ir. De Hruyne who, by virtue
of him fucility ut the English—an ac-
votmplishiment, uy the way, of which he

hurdles of sighteesing and the low
hurdlen of NHoapitality for aix furlous
days—then took to hin bed with u low
moan and acknowledged that Twus-

iims was nothing like that, le vory proud—took the part of spokes-

Hight now two hardy gentlemen of |#an for the two when ati Evening

the Flemish clty of Ghent are do-| Werld reporter visited them in thelr
rooms at the Hotel Plaze

ing the same merry-go-round at whirl-
wind sperd. Hoth of them Lave aworn
@ desp outh to wurvive and to carry
bark (o Belglum some definite Idew
of New York and Ita et coterns (0 pass
on to thelr friends and kindred.

UIaleldoscaplt ' he exploded. *“That
(# e slngle ward to convey my Impres-
dous of New York, “Yes, knleldoscople
and a Mitle wit tecrible

“Where to begin, where to And an

They are Dr. O, De Bruyne, Pio-{angle of entrance in trylng tao sonvey
fesmeur 4 In Universite Echeviny de la | my Impressions af your tremendous oty
Ville de Gand, and M, Alphonse van |1 know not In my wmind | have wky-
Warveke, Kesper of the Archives of | acrapers (this i a perfectly good Prench
the Cliy of Ghenl. or UGand. as the | word), automobiies, pollcemen. subways,
French has It They came here to rep- | pre'ty women, Fifth avenus and Central
resent thelr clty in the conferences now | Park wil jumbied together. | cannot sep-
progrosuing  hetween certaln  English |urate one thing from ancther [ am
and American gentlemen to provide 'm | stupeied’
fitting  celeliration of the Jdentenay “Movemant Fretmen dous, restlenn
0f peace between the Engllat-epeikiog | movemant <that is the one thiug aut "'.'

WERBENE

VAN

| whist & differancs! | go Into the subwav
!m-n-. buy & tleket wnd drop It In » box.

all whal | cun grasp Inteligently ! Here
the Dgetor revolved s hands, one
around wnothier, In & suggestive gesture,
“You New Yorkers are drunk with
movemeant. motlan, furce'

“Hehold=| take my atand In the middie
of FMiftn avenue—and It 1s not a plaoce
devold of danger. On one hand are
thundering automoblles; on the other
hand, elephantine buses; Dbeneath my
feot the subway roars (the good Do sor
was & it off an his geography here, but
allow him postical license for the sake
of the rhetorical climax) and the ele-
vated railroad thunders & block a vay.
What chaos! How must & forelgants like
mysell be stunned!

“Everybady hurries. Nobody loliers.
Fach rushes at hvis businsas. Why, even
the policemen walik fust. You are a
people of Iron nerves {f you emn stand
thin,

“Now the subway., In Parls wa have
A aubwey ; there is one In London, but

I must have a man tear off a iittle slip
from my ticket and another man esllest
It and another man punch it. How gim-
ﬂoithlnﬂu\tﬂ!oﬂ”l
practioalny r
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itecturally, They make me
come from & city whers the
Afth story ia the ultimate one

“Your skyscrapers are spikes in
sky " The Doctor lsed that
and repeated It

“But your CHy Hall, shi-that W a
baautiful building. I was #o &
and so pleased when 1 saw (t! I had
expecisd pomMme monstrous skyscraper and
found instead this beautifwl little bulid-
Ing nestled In the hands of skyscrapers
about It It Is niore beautiful than our
own lHotal de Vile at Obhent

:

It in Aniehead | po more trouble. In Parls
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